THETAMEWILDWEST                                   21
head down and shook it as he galloped. I suppose that the jolting
had broken the bag in which the skunk stores his defence against
his enemies. It must be potent against them all. Paddy, the Irish
labourer, told me what it was that I had by the tail (" Why, that's a
pisscat,") and pronounced sentence on my clothes. I disrobed out of
doors and presented him with the entire outfit, and I heard that he
had given them decent burial in a field for three weeks, after which
period he hoped that they would be fit for wearing.
We had two blizzards that winter, and though we had no casualties
on the ranch, men were frozen to death a few miles off. It was
quite easy to lose one's way in the thirty yards that lay between the
stables and the house.
In the spring and autumn all the geese and ducks in the world used
to migrate over our heads, and we sat in haystacks till our guns be-
came too hot to hold. It is one of the tragedies of natural history that
among these migrants were flocks of carrier pigeons so thick that
they obscured the sun and that within the last fifty years or so
" sportsmen " have taken such toll of them that the species has be-
come extinct.
Just below the ranch ran a very muddy creek, and on Sundays one
would see wagons trailing over the prairie to the muddiest part of it,
where a Baptist minister stood up to his waist and dipped young
people backwards into the icy water. They were then enveloped in
fur wraps and driven many miles back to their homes before they
could get a change of clothes, but one never heard of pneumonia.
The great attraction of New College, Oxford, in my day had been
the music in Chapel. Taylor, the organist, was, I think, the finest
church musician of his day, and the choir could scarcely have been
surpassed. Music had been my passion from very early years, and I
had. wasted many hours in trying to learn to play the piano and to
write music, but beyond publishing a song or two of very indifferent
merit, I had never got beyond the stage of playing wind instruments
and producing noise on the violoncello. I had organised a band in
Bishopthorpe village. I managed to organise a band in Quorn, Iowa,
where there was a lot of latent musical talent, and when I left, the
band cudgelled its brains to choose a parting gift to the bandmaster.
It was a pistol.
Just before I left, the village of Quorn itself walked away.  There